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voices and lights came nearer and we saw them
coming towards us. The door of our cell opened
and the matron, the jailor and a couple of warders
entered. The matron told us that we had been re-
leased as our fine had been paid. I could hardly
believe this as I knew father would on no account
pay a fine. However, as we were released we tied
our beddings and went out. In the office we found
a lawyer friend awaiting to escort us home. We
asked him who had paid our fines, but he said he
could not tell us. It wasn't father or my cousin's
father but a friend who wished to remain anony-
mous. It was past midnight when we were released
and we had spent just about 12 hours in jail.

I reached home and found everything in dark-
ness as no one expected me or knew of my release.
Only mother was awake, reading the Ramayana.
Early next morning I went to father's room. He
was even more surprised than mother had been at
my re-appearance. He was pleased to see me, but
very annoyed at the fine having been paid. In the
morning papers I read a statement he had issued
after my arrest the previous day. Friends had come
to him asking if they could pay my fine if he him-
self would not do so. Naturally, father was furious
and had said that he would be deeply hurt if any
one paid it up, as it was a matter of principle not
to do so and it would be most unfriendly and un-
welcome act if anyone did so. Nevertheless, as
father was so very ill, someone had decided to take
the blame if necessary, and many years later we
discovered who it was. Soon after I came out of
prison I went on a small tour on behalf of the Youth
League to the neighbouring villages, and on my re-
turn I found a note for me from Jawahar enclosed
in father's letter. It said, "I understand that you
are getting caskets and addresses. What exploits
are they meant to celebrate? Surely a few hours